ing across the fields. Much frantic shouting and
running about ensued on the part of the Afghans
near-by, since there are many less pleasant situ-
ations than being stationed directly in front of
an enraged three-ton mass of bone aixd muscle.

Just after dusk we arrived in front of another
walled enclosure, at Nimlah, and, as the gates
swung open, drove into another park. Here
were more gardens, with fountains and water-
terraces and an avenue of symmetrical cypress-
trees, somewhat like a miniature Oriental Ver-
sailles. These trees, dating from Mogul times,
were planted by the great Emperor Jahangir
and his still greater Queen, Nur Jahan. The
avenue in the gathering dusk resembled the vast
nave of an arboreal cathedral.

The Amir's servants salaamed in rows as we
pulled up in front of his bungalow, and soot?
they made us realize again how far we were now
removed from Western customs. First a mid-
night dinner fit for a caliph was cooked. Then
eight swarthy servitors with baggy trousers,
bulging turbans, and up-turned slippers came
through the trees in single file, headed by a sort
of captain. He bore no food himself, but each
of the others carried a silver salver heaped with
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